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Author's Notes: 
This story, and its author, are on crack. See also: crack fiction, deliberately purple prose (it is a fairytale, after 


all). 


Also: brief Wentz cameo. You\'ve been warned. 


Once upon a time. 


In a tiny cottage in the heart of the Enchanted Forest, next to the sparkling Sea of Wonder (and right across 
from the 1-Eleven), there lived a beautiful young maiden boy named Mikey. Mikey's skin was so soft and 
creamy that sometimes people accidentally called him Miky. He didn't mind, however, because that nickname 
was a lot better than any of the ones he had been called in high school. 


Mikey's major talent, aside from being fair, was the ability to summon woodland creatures with his magical 
voice. He had stumbled upon this gift purely by accident one morning, back in Jersey. He'd been singing in the 
shower when the curtain had parted and a rabid raccoon had jumped into the tub and bitten his ankle. After 
his series of rabies shots, he had decided to get the fuck out of Jersey, and had moved into the cottage in 


the woods. 


One day while Mikey was curled up on his couch watching Golden Girls reruns, the hand of evil reached out and 
touched him from a castle in the mountains. There, the Wicked Queen (whose name was secretly Gerard) 


stood in front an old, ornate mirror, and called forth the magic from deep within the glass. 
‘Mirror Mirror, on the wall, who's the fairest of them all?" the Queen cried, waving his arms dramatically. 


The room went dark, the mirror filled up with black, curling smoke, and a green-tinted face emerged. As it 
drew closer to the mirror, its eyes opened; they were a shocking blue. The face smiled, accentuating its lip 


ring. 
‘My dear Queen, | cannot le, 
l also have to speak in rhyme. 


HI fell you this, and know its true: 


the fairest one just isn’t you!" 


And then the mirror cackled. 


The Queen frowned, his eyebrows knitting together. He stared hatefully at the mirror. "Unless you want to end 
up in the trash heap, | suggest you start talking.” 


The mirror rolled its eyes, then cleared its throat and began to speak again. 
"The fairest one, | hate to tell 
is someone that you know quite well 
Eyes lke honey and a voice like heaven, 
he lives in a cottage near the Seven-Eleven!" 
The smoke obscured the mirror's face once more. When it cleared, the Queen laid eyes upon his adversary. 


"Mikey?!" he gasped, jaw dropped. In the mirror, Mikey yawned and stared straight ahead, his eyes blank. 


Whirling away from the mirror, the Queen threw his arms into the air, and a loud clap of thunder echoed 


along the stone walls. "My little brother is trying to upstage me! /am the fairest of them alll" 


‘Actually, | have been told, 
it seems lke you are getting old 
You-" 


"Shut the fuck up, Bob!" The Queen roared. "I will show him who's the fairest - and smartest- one of all." 
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Mikey was frolicking in the woods later that afternoon when a dashing, dark-haired hunter rode up on his 
trusty steed. The horse whinnied and Mikey gasped, batting his long lashes. "Are you my Prince?" he asked 
softly. 


"No, my beauty, | am not. My name is Wentz, and | have come to murder you at the behest of my Queen!" 
With that, he whipped out his sword, pointing it at Mikey's neck. 


Mikey's eyes grew wide and round, and his lower lip trembled. A single tear trailed down his cheek. The 
huntsman's blade wavered, then he sheathed it with a sigh. "You are just too hot. | can't kill youl | will 
slaughter a wild boar and tell the Queen it is your heart!" He kicked his horse, and it took off swiftly. Mikey 


stared after him, confused. 
"Hello." 


Mikey blinked and turned around. There was a tiny man standing next to a tree, wearing what appeared to be a 


pillowcase with a piece of rope tied around the middle. 

"Um. Hello," said Mikey. "Your name wouldn't happen to be Frank, would it?" 

The dwarf rolled his eyes, then shook his head. "Not in this story, buddy. My name is Ray, but you can call me 
Sexy. ‘Tis my dwarf name. Look, when that hunter goes back and gives those phony innards to the Queen, he's 
going to wanna kick your ass. | have a cabin in the woods, far away from your cottage. He'll never find you, 
and you can stay as long as you like. 

"You're not going to rape me, are you?" Mikey asked hopefully. 

"Nah. l'm straight." 


It was settled Mikey moved his things in that night. Sexy told him there used to be six other dwarfs, but 
times were tough in the diamond mines and they had all been laid off - something to do with conflict diamonds 
Though Dopey still wrote to him occasionally, she was cutting hair for rock bands in a far off land. 


A few weeks later, a knock at the cabin door roused Mikey from his hair-straightening. With a curse, he 


stumbled over and opened it to find a gnarled old woman in a crimson cloak, holding a wicker basket. 


"Hello, beautiful boy," she said with a toothless smile. "I'm a poor widow woman, and I've come to sell you some 
sushi." 


"Sushi," Mikey said longingly, "is my favorite food. But alas, | am poor as well. | have no money for you." 


With a cluck of her tongue, the old woman reached out a grizzled hand, and placed it on Mikey's forearm. Her 
fingers were ice cold as she patted him once, then slipped her hand into the basket. "Such a pretty thing as 
yourself should not starvel Here, take this and enjoy.” 


Doubttul, Mikey looked at the tiny aluminum tray. "How long has this been out, unrefrigerated? | don't want to 
get sick." 


"Nonsense, child," the old woman said with a chuckle. "l'm food safety certified" 
Mikey's eyes lit up. "Really? Well then, thank you so much, my lady! This will make an excellent dinner!" 
The old woman cackled and hobbled off down the road. Mikey went to fetch some water to go with his dinner. 


He sang as he walked to the well, his voice drawing all of his favorite woodland creatures. The birds twittered 


in harmony, and the skunks wound around his ankles. 


When he got back, he poured himself a glass of water and ate the sushi. As he swallowed the third piece, his 
throat closed up and his eyes rolled back in his head. "Blowfish! he managed to gasp, and then slumped to the 


ground, unconscious. 


When Sexy came home, he was pissed. Not only was there a huge mess in the kitchen, Mikey was dead on the 
floor. With a sigh, he dragged Mikey's body outside and put him inside a glass coffin that he just happened to 


have lying around. You know, for emergencies. 


Several days later, as he was cleaning the bird shit off of the glass and shaking a fist at Mikey's incontinent 
avian friends, a dashing Prince rode up to the cabin. "Greetings, handsome dwarf!" cried the Prince. "I am Prince 


Franklin! | have come in search of love and vegan entrées!" 


Sexy just stared at him for a moment. "You're a fucking douchebag" he said finally. "Look, I'm not gay - but my 
friend here has been dead for almost a week now, and you're welcome to have a crack at him." He gestured to 


the glass coffin. The Prince dismounted and moved closer in curiosity. 


"Well" His Royal Highness said as he peered inside. "I don't know about you, but I've got to tap that." And he 
pulled open the glass lid of the coffin and jumped inside. 


A few seconds later, Mikey's eyes popped open. Mikey shoved the Prince backwards and gasped, but as he took 
in the lovely eyes and the handsome jaw, he smiled. Batting his lashes, Mikey whispered, "Are you my Prince?" 


"Indeed, my lovely, | am." 


Mikey wrapped his arms around Prince Frank and smiled. "I knew you would come for mel | have no idea why 


that evil old woman wanted to kill me!" 


"That was no old woman, Sweetums," said the Prince. "That was my psycho ex-boyfriend, Gerard. He went 
insane when | dumped him, and took on this Wicked Queen persona. Well, he was always a queen - but he used 


to be rather nice." 


"Really?" asked Mikey, looking confused. "Gerard was my older brother's name.." He shook himself, then smiled 
grandly. "None of that matters now, my darling. The kiss of true love has awakened me from my poison sushi- 


induced coma." 


They kissed again as the birds fluttered and sang, and then Mikey hopped on Prince Frank's horse, waved 
goodbye to Sexy, and rode off into the sunset. 


And somewhere in a castle far, far away, there was the sound of shattering glass. 


